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TO    MISSP******* 

To  you,  my  loved,  and  best,  and  truest  friend  ! 
These  simple  offerings  of  my  muse  I  send ; 
Not  that  you  bear  a  great,  heroic  name, 
Historic  written  on  the  roll  of  Fame ; 
But  that,  from  early  youth,  to  man's  decline, 
On  me,  your  smiling  eyes  did  ever  shine. 
Heavenly  charity,  and  gentle  grace 
Beam  sweetly  from  your  venerable  face. 
You  have  the  widow's  and  the  orphan's  love, 
Whose  prayers  are  precious  to  our  God  above. 
Though  most  unworthy  are  my  humble  strains, 
The  poorest  gift  no  generous  heart  disdains. 

THE   OUTCAST. 


SOUTHERN  ODES, 

BY    THE    OUTCAST. 

%  (Scntlcman  of  ^outlt  feolina. 


(FROM  THE  CHARLESTON  COURIER.) 

Cjp  Star  of  %  SSot, 

OR 

$k  grinfomment. 


Glory  be  to  God  on  high ! 
Glory  be  to  the  God  of  right ! 
Glory  be  to  the  cause  of  sacred  truth ! 
Honor  and  fame,  to  the  intrepid  youth, 
Who,  scorning  the  usurper's  might, 
As  patriots,  dared  to  die. 


Glory  to  our  Sovereign  State ! 
Glory  to  our  people  free! 
Glory  to  independence  nobly  won ! 
Our  sacred  rights, — our  holy  three  in  One  ! 
They  shall,  for  aye,  unsevered  be, 

Through  the  darkest  night  of  fate. 


.  Let  the  storm  of  battle  rage. 
Come  the  arms  of  treacherous  war. 
Welcome  the  deadly  cannon's  ball  and  shell. 
South  Carolina's  freemen,  know  full  well, 
Upon  the  traitor's  flag,  their  star. 
Honored  war  no  traitors  wage. 


Shall  our  Sovereign  call  in  vain, 
Upon  her  gallant  sons  to  fight; 
Where  our  own  Palmetto  flag  is  waiving, 
Lawless  force,  and  faithless  power  braving? 
Sternly  true  to  her  sense  of  right, 
And  her  honor  without  stain. 


Noble  fathers  gave  us  life. 
Virtuous  mothers  cheer  us  on. 
Fair  maidens,  on  us  smile,  with  tearful  eyes. 
God  of  Justice  hears  their  prayerful  sighs. 
Freedom's  cause  was  never  undone, 
With  courage,  true  in  the  strife. 


Shall  our  loved, — our  native  land, 
Be  trodden  by  a  false  foe's  heel ; 
While  waves  of  invasion  roll  to  the  shore  ? 
Should  their  dark  waters  be  crimsoned  with  gore, 
We  will  bare  our  breast  to  the  steel, 
And  strike  with  an  armed  hand. 


Boldly  the  ship  and  the  foe, 
With  its  ensign,  floating  so  brave, 
Steamed  to  the  aid  of  the  caitiff  fort; 
But  little  it  weened  of  the  fatal  sport, 

Which  the  cannons  of  Moultrie  gave, 
'Till  down  did  its  banner  go. 


All  hail  to  our  generous  State ! 
Which  stopped  its  victorious  guns, 
When,  in  shame,  the  invader  was  flying ! 
Arm'd  she  stands,  upon  her  right  relying 
Sustained  by  her  heroic  sons  : 
Firmly  awaiting  her  fate. 


(FROM  THE  CHARLESTON  MERCURY.) 

J[ort  jgnmttx. 

Up,  through  the  water,  tow'ring  high, 

On  rocks,  deeply  bedded  below  ; 
With  foundations  vast,  unseen  by  the  eye, 
The  People's  great  fortress  did  grow. 
A  giant  it  stood, 
Combating  the  flood  ; 
Which  foamed  at  its  base, 
And  lashed  its  grim  face, 
That  fierce,  and  gloomily,  frowned  on  the  sky. 

Ocean's  great  billows  acknowledge  him  Lord, 

And  guard  his  firm  throne  from  assault ; 
Though  the  winds, — in  wildest  discord, — ■ 
Come  raging  from  Heaven's  blue  vault : 
Unshaken  its  wall, 
With  its  crest  so  tall ; 
And  challenging  proud, 
With  its  cannons  loud, 
The  bravest  of  foes,  those  billows  to  ford. 

With  munitions  of  war,  and  men, 

Of  valor  staunch,  and  stern,  and  bold ; 
Like  Dragons  in  their  oozy  fen, 

And  bought  for  Death,  by  Mammon's  gold ; 
Gunpowder  and  shot, 
From  the  fire  red  hot  ; 
With  bomb  and  grenade, 
For  battles  well  made, 
The  Lion  of  Force  now  growls  in  his  den. 


He  turns  on  the  People,  whose  trust 

Was  put  in  his  honor  and  truth  ; 
And  cruel,  and  falsely  unjust, 

Now  threatens  to  slaughter  their  youth. 
Their  sovereign  right, 
He  defies  in  fight; 
No  one  shall  be  free, 
But  dependent  be, 
Their  State,  and  their  hearths,  be  trampled  to  dust. 

But  our  People  resolve  to  arm, 

In  our  God  is  our  reliance  ; 
We  know  He  can  shield  us  from  harm, 
We  bid  the  Traitor  defiance. 

From  our  homes  we  come, 
At  sound  of  the  drum ; 
His  hirelings  stifle, 
With  deadly  rifle : 
And  we'll  march  to  the  war,  without  alarm. 

From  the  mountains,  our  men  will  rush, 

From  the  hills,  and  the  plains,  will  pour  ; 
Like  streams,  from  living  springs,  that  gush, 
Down  to  our  own  Palmetto  shore. 
We  will  choke  his  breath, 
With  a  felon's  death  ; 
The  spade  of  the  slave 
Shall  then  dig  his  grave, 
And  his  insolent  threats  forever  hush. 
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(FROM  THE  CHARLESTON  MERCURY.) 

Ik  Sail]}  o)|  flu  g outlr. 

Gallant  men,  of  Southern  blood  ! 

You  have  heard  the  threats  of  power 
You  have  seen  the  miscreant  brood, 

Like  dark  clouds  of  locusts  lower: 
Fanatics  insane,  and  raging, 
War,  with  truth  and  justice,  waging; 
Perfidy,  instead  of  trust, 
Honor,  trampled  in  the  dust ; 
Hateful  force  and  pride, 

Armed  with  pikes  of  steel, 
Over  right  to  ride, 

With  insulting  heel ; 
Sovereignty  defied, 
Justice,  self,  denied, 
Virtue  stained, 
Law  disdained, 
Marriage  broke, 
And  the  yoke, 
Of  disgrace, 
To  our  race, 
Framed  by  subtle  hands, 
Brought  by  robber  bands, 
Poisoning  the  springs, 
Burning  the  village, 

Scorning  holy  things, 
Roving  for  pillage ; 
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Basely  stealing  public  land, 
Slaying  us  with  murd'rous  hand 
And  our  faithful  slaves  depraving, 
With  fonl  threats  of  our  enslaving. 

Let  us  stem  pollution's  flood, 
And  its  billows  boldly  brave  : 

Let  us  shed  our  dearest  blood, 
Our  country,  and  our  homes  to  save. 


The  Palmetto  flag  now  waives, 

On  South  Carolina's  soil ; 
Close  to  stormy  ocean's  waves, 

Men  are  in  their  snake-like  coil. 
There,  they  bravely,  sound  their  rattle, 
And,  unflinching,  wait  for  battle : 
Ever  ready  for  the  fight, 
'Gainst  the  wrath  of  ruthless  might 
Steadfast  met  the  foe, 

With  their  shots  of  fire  ; 
Down  his  flag  did  go, 
To  escape  their  ire. 
And  Fore  Moultrie  told, 
That  our  troops  were  bold  ; 
Challenging 
Sumter's  sting, 
Caring  nought 
For  the  thought, 
Of  the  death, 
From  the  breath, 
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Of  its  frightful  jaws; 
Which,  by  martial  laws, 

Its  proud  chief  had  warn'd, 
On  his  force  relying  ; 

Yet  his  threats  were  scorn'd, 
By  our  men  defying  ; 
While  they  hurl'd  their  cannon  shot, 
And  their  honor  ne'er  forgot : 
Merrily  scoffing  at  the  frown, 
Of  fury,  chain'd  by  conscience  down  ; 

Standing  firm,  within  that  fort, 
— Carolina's  place  of  birth, — 

Seeking  fame  in  her  support, 
Or  a  grave  within  her  earth. 


Southern  men  !   no  longer  pause, 

Seize,  and  hold,  your  places  strong  ; 
Treason  will  not  wait  for  laws, 

Sovereignty's  assailed  by  wrong. 
Its  sceptre  will  your  deeds  sustain, 
Your  arms,  that  sceptre  must  maintain. 
Peaceful  heralds  were  not  heard, 
Blows  must  now  precede  their  word. 
Now  you  hear  alarms, 

And  the  foe  has  come, 
Legislate  with  arms, 

Secede  with  the  drum. 
Fortify  your  land, 
By  your  cannons  stand ; 
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Muster  all, 
Stand  or  .fall, 
Round  your  flag, 
Like  the  stag, 
When  at  bay, 
In  that  fray, 
Of  war  upon  right, 
Your  foes  come  to  fight. 

Old  Maryland's  line, 
And  the  Texas  Star, 

All  the  South  combine, 
As  they  rush  to  the  war. 
And  they  come  like  lightnings  bright, 
With  their  thunder-rolls  at  night. 
Our  mothers,  our  sisters  and  wives, 
Have  honor  more  dear  than  their  lives. 

Our  brethren  black,  we  defend, 
Against  vile  anarchy's  hate. 

When  the  dread  war  clouds  descend, 
Valor  is  master  of  Fate. 


Come  to  the  war,  from  your  homes, 
— Children  and  women  secure — 

Gather,  where  the  ocean  foams  ; 
Our  slaves  are  faithful  and  sure — 

Guarding  the  hearth, — tilling  the  field, — 

While  we'll  force  th'  invaders  to  yield. 
From  Florida's  sunny  flowers, 
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The  far  West's  rivers  and  bowers,* 
From  the  land  of  Troup, 

Hunters  of  Kentuck, 
Al'bam's  hawklike  swoop, 

Mississippi's  pluck, 
North  Carolina  true, 
Ten'see's  rifles  too  ; 
Like  eagles, 
Or  beagles 
In  the  chase, 
Haste  your  pace, 
To  the  fight, 
For  our  right, 
Where  the  cannon's  breath, 
Blows  to  treason,  death. 

Bring  your  bowie  knives, 
Bayonets  and  guns, 

Peril  brave  your  lives, 
Southron  fathers'  sons ! 
Welcome  you  the  sternest  strife, 
Wag'd  for  Liberty  and  Life. 
Conquer  the  perfidious  foe, 
Or,  as  patriots,  meet  death's  blow. 

God  of  Justice  and  of  Right ! 
Freemen,  round  their  sovereign  power, 
He  will  shield,  with  Heaven's  might, 
Though  Fate's  blackest  storm  may  lower. 


'Tis  scarcely  needed  here  to  show  th'  intent, 
That  Louis'ana  and  Arkansaw  are  meant. 
Virginia,  too — so  valiant,  slow  and  grand — 
Will  ever  be  true  to  the  Southern  land. 
And  Missouri  joins  the  patriot  hand, 
Which,  under  their  banners,  intrepid  stand. 
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(FROM  THE  CHARLESTON  EVENING  NEWS.) 

She  £oufh  dtolimt  ggmtt  of  Jiukpfltdente. 

AIR—  The  Marseilles. 

South  Carolinians  !   proudly  see, 

Our  State  proclaimed  to  all  the  world, 
On  none  dependent,  sovereign,  free. 
Foul  treason  has  its  flag  unfurled. 
Foul  treason  has  its  flag  unfurled. 
From  the  plains,  and  from  the  mountains, 
From  ocean's  far  resounding  shore, 
Rushing  to  war,  our  people  pour, 
Like  a  torrent  from  its  fountains. 
Arm  !   Carolinians,  arm  ! 
Our  country  shield  from  harm. 
March  on  !  march  on  !  our  banners  waive. 
The  drum  has  beat  th'  alarm. 


Ruffians  bought, — to  Mammon,  slave. — 
With  treach'rous  chief, — a  hateful  horde  ! 

Onward  they  swarm,  and  fiercely  rave. 
The  tyrant  comes  with  fire  and  sword, 
The  tyrant  comes  with  fire  and  sword, 

Our  altars,  and  homes  to  profane  ; 

Mean  of  heart,  and  false  to  their  word, 
By  malice  driven,  and  discord ; 

With  blood,  our  peaceful  land  to  stain. 
Arm,  Carolinians,  &c. 
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No  sacred  standard  do  they  bear, 
A  ruthless,  robber  war  they  wage ; 

And,  howling,  from  their  wolfish  lair, 
Rush  on,  with  anarchy  and  rage, 
Rush  on,  with  anarchy  and  rage. 

Let  them  find  dishonored  graves, 
In  Southern  soil,  to  freedom  dear  ; 
From  Southern  heroes,  fighting  where 

Our  own  Palmetto  banner  waives. 
Arm,  Carolinians,  &c. 


Independent,  with  Sovereign  right, 
Our  soldiers,  courageous  and  Free, 

Will  valiantly  press  to  the  fight, 
On  to  death,  or  to  victory, 
On  to  death,  or  to  victory. 

Closing  their  ranks,  in  battle's  shock, 
Breasting  firm,  the  billows  of  death, 
The  bayonet's  charge,  the  cannon's  breath, 

Like  breakers  on  the  solid  rock. 
Arm,  Carolinians,  &c. 


Remember  our  great  English  sire  ! 
How  Alfred  drove  the  Danish  horde ; 

Saint  Andrew's  cross,  and  Erin's  lyre ; 
Marion's  swamps,  and  Sumter's  sword, 
Marion's  swamps,  and  Sumter's  sword. 

Of  brave  DeKalb,  the  bloody  grave ; 
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Our  hero  Ilutledge's  great  soul ; 
That  awful  cannonade, — whose  roll, 
Fame,  to  our  lov'd  Palmetto  gave. 
Arm,  Carolinians,  &c. 


The  God  of  Justice,  and  of  Right ! 

Oppression's  sinful  hosts  disarms  : 
When,  with  Christian  faith,  we  fight, 

Heaven  blesses  patriot's  arms, 

Heaven  blesses  patriot's  arms. 
South  Carolina's  holy  cause, 

Invites  the  brave  of  every  land, 

Fighting  in  the  glorious  band, 
For  State,  for  Liberty  and  Laws. 

Arm,  Carolinians,  arm ! 

Our  country  shield  from  harm. 
March  on  !   march  on  !   our  banners  waive, 

The  drum  has  beat  th'  alarm. 
3 
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[FROM  THE  LANCASTER  LEDGER.] 


Clje  %xmg,  ani  its  flag,  of  Stars  atrir  Strips. 


In  Liberty's  great  war, 
'Gainst  Britain's  gold,  and  faithless  force, 
For  Charters  broke,  and  violated  laws, 
The  States,  by  compact,  made  a  common  cause  ; 
To  sov'reign  arms,  they  had  recourse  ; 
And  allies,  from  afar. 


On  high,  their  standard  reared  ! 
Its  colour,  of  cerulian  blue  ; 
Studded  with  Stars, — together  shining  bright, 
Yet  independent  each,  with  equal  light : 
Of  sov'reign  States,  the  emblems  true, 
And  power,  justly  feared. 


A  hero,  true,  and  great, 
Of  upright  heart,  and  noble  soul, 
That  standard  to  bear,  was  then  appointed  ; 
A  man  more  grand  than  a  king  annointed  : 
Of  mighty  will,  and  self  control, 
Majestic,  and  sedate. 


19 


As  honour,  rightly  due, 

The  stripes,  heraldic,  of  the  chief, 

Upon  the  glorious  Flag,  were  painted  : 

Symbols  of  the  Army's  faith  untainted. 

And,  in  that  Flag,  men  put  belief: 

Its  stripes,  and  stars,  and  blue. 


Then,  from  each  sov'reign  State, 
Like  clouds,  around  a  lofty  peak, 
Brave,  and  patriot  sons,  of  Freedom,  came  ; 
Eager,  to  fight  for  Liberty  and  fame  : 

Like  thunder,  from  those  clouds,  to  speak, 
The  foreign  Tyrant's  fate. 


When  beaten,  was  the  foe, 
And  Britain's  lion-banner  fell ; 
The  sacred  Flag  of  stars,  and  stripes,  and  blue, 
With  France's  allied  lilies, — fair,  and  true, — 
Peace,  to  the  people,  did  foretel ; 
Like  Heaven's  arching  bow. 


But  soon,  alas !   there  came 
The  lust  of  power,  the  greed  of  gain; 
The  simple  freedom  of  the  land  decayed  ; 
— Their  independent  sov'reignties  betrayed, 
The  people  could,  no  more,  maintain 
Their  starry  Flag  of  fame. 
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A  Union  false,  they  made, 
Dismembering  their  sov'reign  power ; 
A  mean,  and  tyrant  government,  they  formed, 
A  snake  to  sting, — the  trusting  States  have  warmed: 
Their  standard  gave, — in  evil  hour, — 
Where  honor  has  decayed. 


And  now,  that  banner  waves, 
Over  treacherous  chief,  and  troops ; 
Who,  deaf  to  honor,  and  their  sacred  words, 
In  treason,  'gainst  their  sov'reigns,  draw  their  swords: 
Scattered  about,  in  pirate  groups, 
And  doomed  to  traitor's  graves. 


Stern  justice  this,  oh  God  ! 
Too  sad,  for  human  hearts  to  feel  ! 
Too  terrible,  for  sinful  hands  to  act  ! 
Then  spare  our  people  !    nor,  severe,  exact 
The  penal  debt,  that  would  reveal 
Thy  great  avenging  rod  ! 


Of  State,  the  sov'reign  rights, 

And  thence,  the  sacred  duties  flowing, 

Neglected  long, — like  trees  that  suffer  rot — 

Their  vigor  lost, — have  almost  been  forgot : 

And  souls,  with  public  virtue  glowing, 

Are  stars,  in  clouded  nights. 
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Our  ancient  Flag  we  love  : 
Oh!  may  its  stripes,  to  us  recall, — 
Our  valiant  chief, — so  noble,  great,  and  good, — 
That  army,  which,  with  him,  heroic  stood ; 
Its  stars  and  blue, — whate'er  befall, — 
Call  mercy  from  above. 

Our  Flag,  of  azure  blue, 
Is  like  the  robe  of  Heaven's  queen: 
Its  stars,  like  those  around  her  brows  of  grace, 
Teach  the  sweet  virtues,  beaming  from  her  face. 
Close  to  th'  Eternal  throne  is  seen, 
Our  Mother,  pure,  and  true. 

Fair  queen,  of  grace  and  love  ! 
*Dear  patron  saint,  of  all  our  land! 
Drive  off  the  homicides  of  War,  and  Pride  ; 
Let  meek-eyed  peace,  and  truth,  again  abide, 
'Mong  States,  that  free  and  sov'reign  stand, 
With  none,  but  God,  above. 


*In  Christendom,  all  people  have 
Some  patron  saint,  selected, 
And  for  us,  our  Mother  Church, 
The  Virgin  has  elected. 

Of  all  the  States,  the  patron  fair, 

Under  her  title  great. 
Which,  our  Chief  Pontiff  has  decreed 

Conceived  Immaculate. 
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(FROM  THE  LANCASTER  LEDGER ) 


C|*  Single  ^ter,  antr  %  falmctta  |aiuur, 


Alone  !   the  single  Star, 
Of  our  dear  State,  is  gleaming, 

Amid  the  clouds  of  war, 
Like  planet  brightly  beaming; 
Revolving  'round  the  Sun  of  Truth  ; 
Shining  clearly  in  the  sky, 
Faithful  to  our  honor  high, 
And  flashiug,  with  the  fire  of  youth. 

Alone !   our  State  now  stands, 
On  her  just  right,  relying, 

All  the  treacherous  bands, 
Of  Freedom's  foes,  defying : 
Boldly,  treading  on  the  war-path, 
For  the  cause  of  truth,  and  right, 
Resolute,  and  stern  to  fight 
Fanatic  hate, — tyranic  wrath. 

Sov'reign  the  State,  and  free ! 
Her  children  gathering  round, 

Their  own  Palmetto  tree  ; 
On  her  independent  ground  ; 


23 


Strong,  and  undaunted, — war  to  wage, 
For  their  loved, — their  native  land  ; 
Camped,  among  the  hills  of  sand, 

Where  Ocean's  angry  billows  rage. 

There  too,  our  loyal  slave, 
With  prompt  obedience,  stands ; 
— Firm  and  staunch,  true  and  brave,- 
Toiling,  with  his  hardened  hands  ; 

Coming  gaily  from  his  hovel, 

Wheeling  barrows  on  the  strand, 
Raising  batteries  of  sand, 

Working  with  the  spade,  and  shovel. 

There  grows  our  Emblem  Tree  ! 
Tall,  and  strong,  on  sterile  sand ; 

Fit  standard  of  the  free, 
Fighting  for  their  native  land  ! 
Behold!  its  ever  verdant  crown, 

Asserts  our  sovereign  right : 
— Its  sharp  leaves,  like  spears  for  fight  ;- 
Nor  winds,  nor  waves  can  beat  it  down. 

Its  rough,  and  rugged  bark, 
Th'  independent  soul  pourtrays  ; 

WThich,  through  the  winter  dark, 
Patient,  hopes  for  brighter  days. 
A  firm,  and  sweet,  and  tender  core, 
Has  that  tough  Palmetto  Tree ; 
Banner  of  a  people  free 
In  martial  ranks,  on  Ocean's  shore. 
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[The  Crescent  moon,  so  fair, 
Shining,  in  a  field  of  blue, 
Our  people  did  uprear, 
As  the  flag,  and  symbol  true, 
Of  Carolina,  free  and  brave  : 
When,  behind  Palmetto  trees, 
'Gainst  the  mistress  of  the  seas, 
To  Tree,  and  Crescent,  fame  they  gave.] 

[Now,  the  Palmetto  tree, 
And  the  Crescent  moon  appear, 

On  that  bold  banner  free, 
Which  our  gallant  youth,  do  bear, 
-Loyal  to  their  honored  Scate;  — 
Seeking  death,  or  victory, 
In  her  war  of  Liberty, 
Sov'reignty  regenerate.] 

Up  high,  that  banner  rear, 
With  defiance  to  our  foes  ; 

Iu  our  cause,  without  fear, 
We  will  follow,  where  it  goes. 
Generous,  brave,  and  steadfast  be, 
And  invincible  in  right, 
For  our  Single  Star  to  fight, 
And  our  beloved  Palmetto  Tree. 


In  this,  the  stripes  are  badly  placed. 

They  were  not  so  designed. 
Th'  Engraver,  being  urged  to  haste, 

'Tis  right  to  be  resigned. 

'Twill  do,  to  show,  what  was  intended. 

The  Square  was  only  sent 
To  him.     The  Stripes  may  yet  be  mended. 

If  Congress  should  consent. 

$0  tk  (ftonjgtwaj  t\u  (fonfctterafett  states  ot  America, 
iriitt  i\u  Scsip  of  a  JjIaS- 


great,  and  ancient  Flag 


Dishonor  not  our 

— That  banner,  which,  through  fields  of  blood, 
O'er  all  the  States,  triumphant  waived  ; 
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Where  Britain's  angry  lion  raved  ; 

And  Freedom's  noble  army  braved 
The  storms  of  war  : — where  true  men  stood, 
And  Independence'  cause  made  good ; — 
Which,  traitors  strive,  in  foul  disgrace,  to  drag. 

It's  sacred  stripes,  are  from  our  Father's  arms : 
The  hero  chieftain — good  and  grand  ! 
Our  great,  immortal  Washington  ! 
Who,  Liberty,  in  battle  won, 
And  sired  a  nation,  as  her  son. 
Oh!   never,  from  our  loyal  hand, 
Shall  fall  that  banner  of  our  land  : 
And  ever  it  shall  shine,  through  war's  alarms. 

Its  field  of  blue, — the  colour  of  the  skies, — 
Our  souls  lifts  up,  the  Earth  above  ; 

Though  force  may  beat  us  down,  to  dust, 
We'll,  faithful,  hold  our  flag  ;  and  trust 
In  Heaven  ; — all  supreme,  and  just!  : 
True  to  that  Ensign  of  our  love, 
Like  knight  of  old,  to  plighted  glove  ; 
And  honor  win,  where'er  that  banner  flies. 

Those  glorious  Stars,  each,  separate,  bright ! 
Emblems  of  Truth,  and  people  free  ! 
Shall  still,  in  constellation,  shine  ; 
• — Though  fallen  some,  from  wrath  divine, 
For  fraud,  and  wrong: — we'll  them  entwine, 
With  wreath  of  leaves,  from  laurel  tree  ; 
The  symbols  of  our  victory, 
And  Independence! — won  from  Britain's  might. 
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That  wreath, — in  glory, — will,  together,  bind, 
Those  stars  ;  which,  true  in  honor,  stand, 
Under  our  God's  all-seeing  eye  : 
— Set,  firmly,  in  the  azure  sky  ; — 
Nor  shall,  apart,  in  discord  fly, 
Sustained,  by  His  Almighty  hand  ! 
— Invincible  o'er  sea,  and  land  : — 
On  Cross, — proclaiming  peace  to  all  mankind. 

That  cross,  which  Malta's  knights,  in  glory  bore, 
Through  all  their  holy,  valiant  fight, 
Against  the  Saracen,  and  Moor; 
Who,  with  gross  lust,  and  tumult's  roar, 
Did  over  Southern  Europe  pour; 
In  the  war,  of  Christian  right, 
With  Mahomet's  infernal  might. 
Heroes!  who  did,  by  battle,  God  adore. 

Then,  all  the  world,  our  Southern  flag,  shall  see : 
Of  Sov'reign  States,  confederate ; 
To  ancient  honor,  faithful,  true  : 
Giving  to  God,  our  homage  due : 
Under  our  Stars,  and  Stripes,  and  Blue : 
Awaiting,  calm,  the  storms  of  Fate  : 
— With  people  warlike,  peaceful,  great, — 
All  Independent,  Sovereign  and  Free! 
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This  sketch  needs  some  explanation  ; 

Th'  Engraver's  block,  and  printer's  types 
Made  their  best  representation. 

Of  white  and  red,  should  be  the  stripes. 


The  Maltese  cross  is  gilt: — and  blue 

The  rest  of  Jack.— The  Stars  of  bright 
lied  colour  ; — quite  enough,  though  few. 

The  Equilateral  is  white. 

%  $eto\\&  W ttmtrjht. 

While  we  preserve  the  Stars,  and  Stripes,  and  Blue, 
Of  Freedom's  ancient  flag,  it  will  not  do, 
To  have  a  picture,  with  rich  colours,  bright, 
For  the  stormy  sea  ;  or  a  hard-fought  fight : 
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It  must  be  made  of  the  sailor's  bunting  : 

— A  loose,  and  strong,  and  hardy  something — 

With  coloured  pieces,  large,  and  in  contrast ; 

Distinguishable,  in  the  roughest  blast; 

And  quickly  known  by  all,  from  distance  far ; 

Whether  its  language  be  of  Peace,  or  War. 

The  white  triangle,  which  divides  the  blue, 

Is  sym-bolic  of  faith,  and  justice  true ; 

Its  sev'ral  sides, — of  the  essentials  three, 

Of  States, — Sovereign,  Independent,  Free; 

Which,  by  their  compact,  are  confederate  : 

— Equals,  as  the  triangle  seems  to  state, — 

Since  banners  are  for  war  designed,  'tis  right, 

The  Stars  should  glow,  with  Mar's  red-planet  light 

Their  colour  tells  of  courage,  without  fear. 

The  figures  equilateral  appear, 

On  Cross,  and  Stars,  and  Field,  and  everywhere, 

Our  fundamental  principles  declare. 
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(FROM  THE  CHARLESTON  CATHOLIC  MISCELLANY.) 

Saint  faijit,    %\z  gaptist, 
f)atnm  of  JSouttt  Carolina. 

Eternal  Glory  to  our  Patron  Saint ! 
Thou  sinless  born,  and  full  of  grace  ! 
Great  before  God ! — of  Prophet  race, 
The  last  and  holiest ! — Thy  place 
Next  to  the  Lamb  !     The  morning  star ! 
The  herald  of  that  Saviour  Sun, 
Whose  light,  redeems  a  world  undone! 
The  warning  voice !   that  cries  from  desert  fir, 
For  penance, — cleansing  from  pollution's  taint. 
Austere  and  holy,  thy  chaste  life ! 
And  priest-like,  with  the  world  in  strife; 
Reproving  vice,  although  it  reign, 
With  power  and  pride ;  and  Avith  disdain, 

The  world's  allurements  scorned. 

Our  Holy  Church,  like  thee, 

May  still  self-outcast  be, 

With  Heaven's  gifts  adorned. 

And  if  the  great  shall  frown 

Thy  faithful  people  clown, 

Our  fervent  cry  shall  be, 

Saint  John,  and  Sanctity  ! 

Glory  to  Saint  John,  Patron  of  the  Free  ! 
The  dreary  wilderness  thy  home, 
Where'er  thy  spirit  led,  to  roam. 
To  thee,  the  halls,  and  palace  dome, 
4 
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Of  wealth  and  grandeur's  royal  state, 
No  joy,  like  simple  freedom  gave  : 
On  God  and  self  relying,  brave  ; 
Just,  humble,  poor,  serene,  and  great ! 
Of  Independent  people,  Guardian  be  ! 
Though  lawless  power  shall  invade 
Our  peaceful  homes, — in  ashes  laid, 
And  waste,  our  lovely  city,  fair ; — 
And  Homicide  our  bosoms  tear, 
For  youth,  in  battle  slain  : 
Though  to  forests  driven, 
Send  us  aid  from  Heaven  ! 
And  right  restore  again  ! 
Arrayed  in  martial  band, 
For  our  dear  native  land, 
Our  rally  call  shall  be, 
Saint  John,  and  Liberty  ! 

Glory  to  John,  our  Patron  Martyr  Saint ! 

No  reed  that's  shaken  by  the  wind ! 

Of  pure,  and  true,  and  steadfast  mind, 

Like  virgin  gold,  by  fire  refined. 

Who  met, — for  holy  marriage, — death  ; 

When  royal  "lust,  and  incest  frowned, 

With  reason  in  debauch'ry  drowned  : 

Chaste  woman's  martyr  ! — by  the  breath 

Of  unchaste  woman, — died,  without  complaint. 

Where'er  the  British  tongue  was  heard, 

In  ancient  days  ;   God's  holy  word, 

Of  wedded  union  was  preserved  ; 

For  life,  man  loved,  and  woman  served. 
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But  now,  our  State  alone, 
Resists  the  foul  divorce, 
— Crushing  that  germ,  by  force, 
Whence  nations  all  have  grown. — 
Should  lust  our  laws  disgrace, 
Divorce  degrade  our  race, 
Our  purest  prayer  shall  be, 
Saint  John,  and  Chastity  ! 

Glory  to  John,  our  Patron  Saint  in  Heaven ! 
Enthroned  on  High,  with  triumph's  palm  ! 
Near  God,  in  that  supernal  calm, 
Where  Seraphs  sing  celestial  psalm ! 
Then,  in  that  day  of  awful  doom  ; 
When  fires  of  sin,  consume  the  land, 
From  mountain  top,  to  ocean's  strand, 
And  Nature  dead,  falls  in  her  tomb ; 
Eternal  honor,  will,  to  thee,  be  given. 
That  temple,  reared  by  Mammon's  pride, 
Where  traitors  false,  the  truth  deride, 
Misnamed  the  Union  of  the  free  ; 
In  ruins,  now,  the  World  doth  see. 
The  Flag, — from  Freedom's  hand 
They  took, — from  them  we'll   wrest ; 
The  storm  of  war  'twill  breast, 
And  waive  o'er  Southern  Land. 
Then,  when,  in  war  we  fight, 
For  sacred  Truth,  and  Right, 
Our  battle  shout  shall  be, 
Saint  John,  and  Victory  ! 
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Cfje  Immaculate  flirjin,  $$o%r  of  <M 
W\\t  patron  £atnt  of  the  Juneriran  fjeopte. 


Pax  in  virtute  tua." 
Pius  IX. 


I. 


Where 
Fear, 
Unrest, 
And  pest, 
Famine, 
Rapine ; 
Tumults  loud, 
Tyrants  proud, 
Treaties  broke, 
Battle's  smoke, 
Bloody  brands, 
In  Death's  hands 
Revolution, 
And  confusion, 
Cities  burning  ; 
Overturning 
Holy  Altars  ; 
Traitor's  halters  ; 
Violation, 
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Desolation : 
Come,  like  fiends  of  doom, 
Nations  to  entomb ; 
— Gloomy  as  the  night, 
With  no  stars,  to  light 
The  dark  clouds,  that  roll, 
Like  a  murky  scroll, 
Over  land  and  sea:  — 
Or  like  Destiny, 
With  attendant  Fates, 
Of  mankind,  and  States  : 
— The  awful  Sisters  three  ! — 
Who,  with  hideous  glee, 
— So  dismal,  woeful,  dread! — 
Ever  spin  their  dire  thread  ; 
While  issue  from  their  breath, 
Disease,  and  grief,  and  death: 
Or  like  devils,  raging  ; 
Strife,  forever  waging, 
In  their  despondent  fight, 
Against  Eternal  Right ; 
— As  suicides,  who  tear 
Their  own  souls,  with  despair  : — 
Where  the  passions  vile,  with  glory 
Deified,  in  Pagan  story, 
In  foul  worship,  all  degrade, 
Who,  their  Gods,  of  Demons  made : 
When  the  rays  of  Reason's  light, 
Like  the  sun,  just  set  at  night, 
Shone,  in  twilight,  on  mankind, 
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Then  idolatrous,  and  blind  : 
Where,  from  Janus'  open  doors, 
Mars,  his  cruel  legions,  pours ; 
And  Bellona,  his  fierce  daughter, 
^Flight  and  Terror,  whips  to  slaughter  : 
Moloch's  flames,  with  children  full  : 
Woden,  drunk,  from  human  skull  : 
When  the  decree  of  dreadful  Fate, 
Sad,  dark, — inflexible,  though  late, — 
Bids  Chaos  ope  his  jarring  gate  ; 
In  uproar  rush,  Discord  and  Hate, 
Anarchy  insane,  and  desp'rate  ; 
With  brutal  Lust,  insatiate; 
And  Pride,  and  Malice  reprobate  ; 
With  Envy,  all  disconsolate  : 
When,  in  lapsing  Time's  continued  roll, 
The  black  shroud  of  darkness  wrapt  the  soul 
And  True  Faith,  no  more,  like  Heaven's  sun, 
Illumed  a  sensual  world,  undone  : 
Then  deluding  Hecate  arose, 
With  Hell's  magic  art,  and  all  the  woes, 
Which  malignant  superstition  brings  ; 
— Men  depraving, — mocking  holy  things ; — 
In  rebellion,  'gainst  our  Father's  laws  ; 
Charming  victims,  for  the  Dragon's  jaws; 
Filling  the  Earth,  with  false  illusion, 
Vile  conspiracy,  and  pollution  ; 


These,  the  steeds  of  Mars's  chariot. 
Which,  with  her  torch  of  fire, 
And  wild,  disheveled  hair, 

Bellona  drives  through  battle's  riot. 
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Secret  vows,  and  dull,  wicked  fables, 
Spirits,  rapping,  and  turning  tables ; 
Free-will,  sacrificed  to  Mesmerism, 
Necromancy,  and  unholy  Schism  ; 
False  Know-Nothings,  and  Fanaticism, 
And  all  sorts  of  damned  Devilism. 
Where  these  baleful  horrors  do  assemble, 
Men,  in  multitudes,  affrighted,  tremble  : 
Fearing,  lest  those  awful  seals  are  broken, 
Which,  the  Judgment  of  the  world  betoken  ; 
When,  the  stars,  from  Heaven  fall,  as  the  fruit 
Of  fig-tree  green, — wind-shaken  to  its  root ; — 
And  islands  tumble  in  the  yawning  seas ; 
And  kings,  and  princes, — men  of  all  degrees, — 
In  dens,  and  in  the  rocks  of  mountains,  hide ; 
f  For  that  great  day  of  wrath,  none  can  abide. 
Then,  startled  Christendom,  in  awe,  with  earthquake- 
groan, 
Beholds  the  bloody  demon,  War,  upon  his  throne  ; 
And  the  whole  earth  salutes  its  Lord,  with  wailing 
moan. 


II. 


'■ence,  but  from  Heaven, comes  the  power,  to  control 
Such  fearful  evils; — compel  their  flood  to  roll 
To  the  abyss  of  ruin, — and  the  Earth  console  ? 

t  Apocalypse,  Chapter  vi. — 12  to  t lie  end. 
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Yet  shall  Omnipotence,  Himself,  descend, 

— The  great  Supreme, — his  people  to  defend? 

Shall  He,  with  men  and  demons,  conflict  deign  ? 

Who,  all  created,  over  all  doth  reign  ? 

What  can  disturb  the  calm  Divinity, 

The  uncreated,  Holy  Trinity  ? 

For,  when  rebellious  war  was  waged  in  Heaven, 

*To  humblest  Michael,  the  command  was  given  ; 

He  bore  the  great,  avenging,  iron  rod, 

Who, — meek  to  Pride, — said  "Who  is  like  to  God!" 
JFor  whose  defence,  did  th'  Archangel  arm  ? 
Whom,  his  hosts  angelic,  shield  from  harm  ? 
When,  in  that  great  battle,  which  was  fought, 
Satan  was  cast  down,  and  with  him,  brought 
The  third  part  of  Heaven's  stars,  to  Earth  ; 
— Warring  'gainst  the  Woman,  who  gave  birth 
To  the  Man-child  divine  ? — Wonder  great ! 
Woman,  clothed  with  the  sun  ;  and  in  state, 
Above  the  moon. — Stars  her  royal  crown  ! 
From  her,  the  power  shall  come,  to  beat  down, 
Terrific  War's  tumultuous  crowd. 


*  Calmet's  Dictionary  of  the  Bible.     Word  Michael,  and  Apocalypse  xii 

t  Apocalypse,  Chapter  xii. 

This  may  seem  strange,  to  those,  who  don't  reflect, 

That  the  Revealer  wrote,  without  respect 

To  course  of  time.     In  the  Apocalypse, 

He  tells  of  things  Eternal;  which  eclipse 

The  transient  lights  of  Earth.     Hence,  disorder 

Seems  to  guide  the  pen  of  the  recorder. 

But  what  is  time,  in  the  Eternal  order  ? 

'Tis  but  the  tangent  point,  on  the  border 

Of  the  circle.     Each  temporal  event 

In  history's  course,  is  in  the  present, 

Of  th'  Eternal  kingdom.     So  Satan's  pride, 

About  the  Incarnation,  did  divide 

The  Court  of  Heaven  ;  and  his  direful  strife. 

Was  'gainst  the  Mother  of  God's  human  life. 
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— Like  the  angry  waves,  of  ocean  loud, 
When,  on  high,  the  rainbow's  arch  is  seen  ; 
The  calmed  billows,  and  the  sky  serene, 
Beaming  with  the  smile,  from  her  sweet  face. 
Whom  the  angel  hailed,  as  "full  of  grace": — ■ 
Whom  God,    the    Father,  loved  ;   whose    chaste 

womb, 
Was,  of  God,  the  Son,  His  palace  room  ; 
Whom,  humble,  in  her  lowly  seat, 
In  deep  devotion, — silent,  sweet — 
The  Holy  Ghost,  did  gently  greet ; 
And  the  great  mystery  complete  : 
Which,  sinful  malice,  did  defeat : 
— Dimly  revealed,  at  man's  retreat, 
From  Eden ;  where,  with  flying  feet, 
He,  trembling,  feared  his  God.  to  meet:  — 
That  the  Serpent  should  be  slain, 
Paradise  restored  again; 
By  the  seed  of  weak  woman, 
Not,  of  disobedient  man. 
As  forest  trees,  by  axes  rung, 
Linger,  in  the  life,  that  sprung 
From  Nature's  bounteous  hand, 
By  sap,  risen  from  the  land  ; 
With  their  leaves,  and  branches  green : 
So,  in  olden  times,  were  seen, 
Glimpses  of  this  truth,  divine  ; 
That,  in  fables,  faintly  shine : 
Which,  from  gods,  their  heroes  trace, 
Though,  by  birth,  of  woman's  race. — 


39 


Hence,  virgin  Dian's  praise; 
Whose  chaste,  intrepid  gaze, 
None,  unabashed,  could  meet : 
Hence,  poets'  picture, — sweet, — 
Of  loved  Aphro-dite, 
— Emblem  of  purity  ! — 
From  Ocean's  frothy  wave. 
Hence,  wise  Minerva,  grave, 
Who  did  Jove's  thunder  wield ; 
And,  with  her  Gorgon  shield, 
Of  chastity  alone, 
Congealed  her  foes  to  stone. 
As  the  little  brook, 
From  some  bushy  nook, 
Slowly,  finds  its  way, 
To  the  sunny  ray  ; 
And,  glistening  bright, 
Dances  in  the  light: 
As  the  jessamine, 
— Modest,  slender  vine, — 
Climbing  up  a  tree, 
The  great  sun  to  see  ; 
With  rich  cluster, 
Of  gilt  lustre, 
Shedding  perfumes : 
So,  Truth  illumes, 
And  rules  the  soul, 
With  sweet  control  ; 
Breathing  fragrance, 
On  her  entrance. 
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Thus,  our  Queen, 
Lovely  seen, 
In  the  sky  ; 
Shines  on  high. 
Her  Son  hears, 
Her  sweet  prayers. 

He  lives ; 

And  gives, 

— Where  foes, 

And  woes, 
Cease  ; — 
Peace. 
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